Wisdom and Destiny

it gave unto Socrates, and causes each one
to forget, until nightfall, that the death-
giving cup had been drained ere the sun
went down.

The inner life, perhaps, is not what we
deem it to be. There are as many kinds
of inner lives as there are of external lives.
Into these tranquil regions the smallest
may enter as readily as he who is greatest,
for the gate that leads thither is not always
the gate of the intellect. It often may
happen that the man of vast knowledge
shall knock at this gate in vain, reply being
made from within by the man who knows
nothing. The inner life that is surest, most
lasting, possessed of the uttermost beauty,
must needs be the one that consciousness
slowly erects in itself, with the aid of all
that is purest in the soul. And he is wise

who has learned that this life should be
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